CHAPTER I

APPROACH TO ENGLAND

"For all that I have yet seen, give me old England."
~EDWARD HYDE, Em OF CLARENDON

ONE usually approached her from the
French shore, travelling in the packet-
boat from Calais. The drawbacks were much as
to-day, only they were more acute, for not only
was conversation in the boat apt to be inter-
rupted, as one disgusted traveller put it, by the
disorder which those who are not accustomed to
the sea are subject to, but such interruption was
more prolonged. Adverse winds might hold up
the mail-boat for several days, and it was fortu-
nate if this delay occurred in harbour rather than
in mid-Channel. In reasonably fair weather the
crossing took seven hours.

Even before landing the sensitive traveller was
made aware of the island, for if the wind blew
from off her cliffs scents of thyme and sheep on
the uplands were borne out to sea. Other scents,
too, for the little town of Dover was as innocent
of the art of sanitation as any in Europe. Nest-
ling beneath her castle, she presented an inviting
appearance, which closer acquaintance modified.